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RED SKY 


by fanfarepizza 


Summary 


A sombre revisioning of Kill la Kill that begs the question: What if Satsuki could hear the 
voice of Kamui Junketsu? 


Notes 


i accidentally deleted my tab while i was working on this summary and now i am ina 
HORRIBLE MOOD. so i'll just type out some quick notes. PLEASE read them 


1. this has been sitting in my docs since 2020. i finally revived it. 


2. this will not update on a schudule. if you want more chapters, feel free to bug me over 
them 


3. warnings will be updated as the fic progresses, the main warning is violence (klk is a 
violent show) and abuse/manipulation (the canonical abuse satsuki suffers is mentioned and 
discussed but NEVER explictly shown. there is a lot of emotional manipulation.), and 
derealization/unreality (including strange and grotesque dreams, and delusions. sometimes 
events in this fic become steeped in unreality). please proceed with caution! 


4. based off of the naming convention of the kill la kill episodes, 1 will be naming every 
chapter in a similar fashion (get it? fashion? haha). every chapter is named after a japanese 
pop song that i enjoy! example: chapter 1 is Tatsuro Yamashita - Silent Screamer, please 
listen to it! 


5. other studio trigger works will be referenced, either vaguely, or blatantly. 


6. characters will be added to the tags as they appear. nonon was added early because she's 
IMPORTANT (she doesn't appear in chapter 1)! 


7. my satsuki characterization is a bit 'cutthroat' at times. 


8. to read the whole fic, you will have need to have seen the whole show first. this is a 
rewrite, and there are a LOT of aspects that are reimagined. 


9. if you are a horny klk fan, you will not most certainly be getting any of that content here. 
this is a slightly more brutal vision i have of the show and its content. 


silent screamer 


Fear is the greatest power over mankind. Fear would kill your mind, and reduce you to 
behaving lower than an animal. Fear will turn a man into a howling worm, a groveling 
creature. This was her truth in her mind. 


The fear someone could hold over people would become the true weapon. The lies you can 
tell yourself will save you from the fear that rules you, and your lie will become the truth that 
people bow to. This was the truth in her mind. 


In this, the freedom in having the power over your own mind would distract you from the 
suffering, even if it is only momentary. Freedom is the power over your own reality, and 
should you deter from it, you would be annihilated. 


This was the truth of Satsuki Kiryuin, heir to the Kiryuin Conglomerate. 


The kingdom she had crafted from the steel of her anger would not fail her, because she was 
the perfect leader, and the perfect terror. Her mere presence killed people's minds. 


A transfer student had arrived, and began to cause problems in her perfect plan. However, 
even in that resistance, the girl was playing to the tune of her own power. The stronger she 
became would benefit Satsuki, and grant her the power she desires. 


The prickle of injured pride, simply over an article of clothing, shouldn't have turned her to 
retrieve her kamui. Of course not. She was Satsuki Kiryuin. She was the ruler. She was the 
people's god. 


Satsuki Kiryuin was Satsuki Kiryuin. 


But, of course, her pride prickled into a splinter. The splinter cracked into her mind, and 
revealed an expression of ugly feelings. 


Satsuki Kiryuin was also a human being. People tended to forget that. 
Satsuki herself also tended to forget that. 
Perhaps she had been made to forget, long ago. 


This was the truth of Satsuki Kiryuin, heir to the Kiryuin Conglomerate. This is a version of 
her story that would be told. 


“the blood of the covenant is thicker than the water of the womb.” - medieval English 
proverb, source unknown 


There was a mad screaming inside of Satsuki's own mind, and there was more screaming 
trying to worm it's way into her mind. Ear-splitting screaming. Everything was screaming, 
and for a moment, it seemed like the entire world was opening it's maw and heaving out 
through her in a funneled current. Even the silence was louder than it should have been. 


It was evening in Japan, and the setting sun was gone now, leaving the trees cloaked in inky 
black. The darkness bled into the skin of the earth, the sigh of the wind breathed with 
exhaustion. 


“Lady Satsuki!” Another pleading scream from the steward of the Kiryuin Estate. Such an 
annoying man! Satsuki wanted to kill the man right then and there. But she would have to 
wait. After her plan was over, he would be the first to be beheaded, after her devil of a 
mother. The escalating screams drowned out any further piques from him. 


Stupid, stupid idiot. 


She opened her mouth, and began to scream as well. Her entire body shook violently as she 
arched her back, impossibly far, her arms reaching to her sides with clawed fingers. No 
longer was she aware of her surroundings, nor the cries of fear from Soroi and the house 
steward. 


The power of a Kamui! It is finally mine! The small vestige of Satsuki Kiryuin's cold and 
scheming mindset was there, completely ignorant of the fit of agony her body was 
experiencing. That smile out from within her screaming, that deep hatred began to boil 
stronger, stronger, over the pain and the noise and the world. The core of her inner strength, 
terrible in it's enormity and purpose, rose like a tidal wave over the disorientation, and shoved 
back. 


The scrabbling of a human's will to live. 


The alien presence that was burrowing into her mind, burrowing and salivating with snapping 
jaws, was struck by the unearthed resent, cold and blind, and it completely stopped in its 
tracks. Satsuki's mind stopped screaming. 


Everything stopped. Complete darkness. It was in her own mind, her thoughts, and the time 
had stopped to let her think. 


Thank goodness. Satsuki thought. That whole...fiasco was a complete waste of her time. It 
seemed to her like it had lasted for hours. Absolutely annoying. She had a schedule to keep. 


She had come home, after a violent urge had possessed her to return. It was against orders, 
she was not permitted to lay a hand on her wedding dress until it was set for her to. However, 
Ryuko Matoi's mere presence proposed an alternation to her plans, and she would think that 
her mother wouldn't care to think too much of it. Let her think she's a greedy girl. Let her 
think she's shallow and power-hungry. Let her mother think the worst of her. 


Satsuki's pale fingers settled on her own face, and trailed down her cheeks, which were now 
colder than ice. Did the girl's blood stop flowing? She began to rub her cold face back and 
forth thoughtfully, while staring into the abyssal dark. 


“Junketsu.” 


In response to her voice, an impossibly wide grin of luminescent teeth spread around and 
over the blackness, drawing in a deep hiss of breath. Wild bright eyes, candy-colored, bloated 
out to stare through Satsuki's own piercing eyes. The maw opened with a second hiss 
breathing out, with the stench of old, rotting flesh flooding her senses. 


Her eyelashes quivered. The smell had almost made her bend over. 
“Our bond of blood will make us stronger. You-” 


Spitting and hissing. The sound of fizzling liquid. She stopped speaking immediately. The 
teeth clattered loudly, making her legs shake. 


She was suddenly acutely aware of the fact that it was drinking her blood. It was a disgusting 
analogy, but she felt like she was wearing a mosquito. 


I wish I could tear my skin off if it's going to ITCH and IRRITATE this badly! 


“You cannot refuse what you were made for, and I didn't deny what I was born for. This 
blood is the eternal vow between us, the red mark of our covenant.” She spoke with a firm 
tone, holding her hands out. Her fingers were stained with liquid threads, like she had 
brushed her hands into a web. 


Satsuki Kiryuin swallowed as she withdrew her hand, the red line bending and sagging into 
grotesque shapes and lights. The motion alone made her bone burn with an agony that no 
man had ever felt before. 


The teeth continued to smile. The candy-colored eyes were also smiling. It reminded her of 
her pre-school's playroom, a garishly bright place for the rest of the little fools to drool 
around. She had hated it, hated it so so strongly, so much that she always insisted to play 
outside, even when it would rain. Soroi would sigh in exasperation at her dirty shoes. 


If she could go back to those rainy, dreary days... 


Of course, she was fine now. After Soroi had basically dragged her out of the containment 
sector, she woke up on the ground encased in an armor-like uniform. The guards were staring 
at her with wide eyes and guns by their hands, but they wouldn't dare scold her for the 
disobedience to Ragyo's rules. An insect doesn't preach to the eagle. 


Her eyes were blurred with exhaustion, but her smile was set with iron. They couldn't make 
direct eye contact with her. The steward had fled, obviously, and pretended that he didn't call 
her mother to snitch on her. She had cut all the phone lines before that, though. 


Satsuki was prepared for that sort of behavior from worms like him. 


Taking the Kamui off was a whole different issue, and required just about the same mental 
fortitude. It didn't want to not be worn, and the threads tried to bury themselves into her pale 
skin, drawing more blood with torn skin. Useless mess that needed to be cleaned up. 


After a nice shower, she sat in her usual chair, wearing her usual bathrobe, drinking her usual 
tea. The unusual thing was a new transparent frame behind her, to contain Kamui Junketsu in. 
The guards were afraid of it, and they had suffered a great deal of fear to pull themselves 
together as she had pulled the outfit off her body. 


Cowardice. The girl was so terribly annoyed with all of them. She hated their pity, and she 
hated their kindness. They would never understand. 


“Satsuki Kiryuin.” 


A fit of terror. Satsuki was seized by a stomach-deep violence, and her teacup shook, ripples 
of tea bouncing inside. Nevertheless, she lifted the cup up to her lips and took a small sip. 


“Satsuki.” That hiss again. Menacing. The kamui was hung up on the wall behind her. How 
did it know her name? 


If I turn around, it will consume me. If I turn around, I will die. If I turn around, I will be 
caught and bleed and die. Satsuki was suddenly sickened by the thoughts that arose in her. 
What was that? Repulsive weakness. Her lips pulled back into a tight grimace. The thoughts 
were dashed away, violently. 


“Satsuki. I know you can hear me.” There was a repulsive warble in this creature's voice, the 
curling hungry words began to drag their coarse vowels over the edges of Satsuki's mind like 
knives. It was agonizing. “You horrible.../ittle...human.” 


“T suggest you quit that simpering if you don't want to be put to the torch.” Satsuki snapped 
out loud suddenly. 


“The prodigal daughter returns.” The alien seethed in delight. The trap of conversation had 
grabbed her, and now she could not detach herself from it. “You would never burn me, not 
until you're done with your dirty work.” 


Satsuki closed her eyes, trying to think over the static claws hooked in her mind from the 
sound of Junketsu's voice. It would be great if she would get out of this without a migraine. 
She turned her head to look into Junketsu's eyes, pinned on the wall. 


The kamui stared back. The headache became ear-splittingly loud. 


Tea. I need my tea. Satsuki brought her cup to her lips, with wide eyes. There was no one else 
in the room, so in that rare moment, Satsuki allowed her face to show a genuine, yet curious, 
worry. 


“Very nice to meet you, Kamui Junketsu.” Satsuki murmured, narrowing her eyes in 
irritation. 


“Let me out.” 
“You are not good at jokes.” 


“You are human, and therefore, I know how you think. You will let me out.” The human 
language sounded horrible in the vibrations of Junketsu's speech, and sounded like it was 
heaving it's words through cheese wire and electric string. Is this what the transfer student 
had had to go through hearing? The very sound of it could drive a man mad after a few 
minutes. 


“You cannot know humans. You never will.” A little laugh escaped her lips, but it was a very 
cold and horrible laugh. 


“Ridiculous. I know your SUFFERING.” Junketsu keened, straining against his binds with 
that animalistic desire he was born with. The glass pane wobbled a bit. “I can practically taste 
it.” 


“Collective human suffering is so easy to understand.” Satsuki's smile became painfully 
patronizing. It was like talking to a five year old! This creature was trying to eat humans? 


“Not theirs.” One could swear Junketsu had now paused for effect. “ Yours.” 
Satsuki's hand twitched. The foreign fear returned in a slight ebb. 


“T...know your suffering.” The kamui breathed, and the sound that it made when it DID was 
like a rotting violin. “After you are done your filthy human deed, the weight of your suffering 
will finally kill your heart. And then, in your lonely moment of weakness, in the rarest 
wallow of your pain, J will eat you alive.” 


The jaws of suspended hunger lingered over Satsuki's head, and the human pain she was so 
familiar with was very real, but her heart was dead to it. It was like routine. Exhaustion crept 
piteously over the sides of her monotonous anger. The taste of death was in her mouth. 


“Tt will be your glorious release from the chronic pain.” A excited urgency was reaching, 
trying to entice her. “It is my mercy to you, Satsuki Kiryuin. Perhaps you can make it easier, 
quicker, walk over here, set me free, and let me-” 


Junketsu wasn't able to finish its declaration of temptation, for the human girl had briskly 
walked up to the frame and slammed her fingers over the glass frame with a hollow rattle, 
much alike to the landing of an eagle's talons. A horrible light was aflame in her eyes, and her 
face was twisted with a wild malevolence. 


There was no fear of the alien in that face. There was no fear of death in that face. 
“Say that again, and I will burn you alive thread by thread.” The girl whispered. 


The kamui kept eye contact, but Satsuki knew she had won over it. There was a horrified 
confusion in the way its pupils looked back and forth between her wide eyes. 


“You are my prey.” Satsuki said, enunciating each word. “You are the weapon I will wear, 
and then you will become nothing. Understood?” 


Junketsu blinked. Was it possible for a piece of clothing to look afraid? The lapels twisted 
back, like it was trying to smile back. 


“T understand. I look forward to your patronage.” 


That night, Satsuki dreamed that she was at a tea party in a blindingly bright summer day, and 
that she was drinking hibiscus tea. She smiled and laughed and smiled and laughed at the 
guests with no faces. But when she looked down at her cup, she saw that it was blood in her 
cup, and she knew instantly that it was her own blood. Her white thin fingers were made of 
woven threads. And she had screamed in fear, and the guests laughed at her. 


She awoke at five in the morning to train with her sword by the cold blue light of the fading 
moon. She was not afraid of the nightmares. She would confront the transfer student today, 
she decided. Give her a taste of fright with her own uniform. Steel her resolve. 


Why don't I just ask the girl where she found it? 


Satsuki continued to wave her sword up and around, rhythmically. 


exhibition symphony 


Chapter Notes 


i lied. im not naming every chapter after a japanese pop song, and you're going to have 
to guess which ones are and which ones aren't. (bares my teeth at you meanly) 


anyways wow, delayed release huh! i hope you guys enjoy nonon's entry. as if the 
chapter title didn't already foreshadow that... next chapter will be the famous episode 3 
fight... 1 think ill have to rewatch that episode carefully again to pinpoint some things 


‘it is a comfort to the wretched to have companions in woes.’ - 14"" century proverb 


When Satsuki Kiryuin woke up from her short rest, her first thought was of how changing 
into this piece of clothing was going to become a whole process of mental gymnastics. Her 
head felt a little light from yesterday's fiasco. 


Her second thought was of breakfast. 


It was beyond her that a mere article of cloth should become so much trouble. However, 
when she finally sat up from her chair to walk up to the frame, the uniform was completely 
still, as if the life it had once had...had simply vanished from it. The former thrashing and 
frothing bloodlust was completely gone. The crimson temptation of death was like a bad 
dream from yesterday. 


It must have completely digested the blood, and is now in a dormant state. The girl watched 
the uniform with a melancholic silence as she opened the glass pane gingerly, the tips of her 
fingers bending around the cold edges. How was she to comprehend the biological system of 
an alien parasite, especially one that resembled thread? In it's base form, Junketsu looked 
simply regal and refined, a uniform of importance for a person of importance. 


It was not a wedding dress. The naivety of her youth was always present, watching quietly 
from deep behind her watchful eyes as she slipped the uniform on. 


It was not a wedding dress, and didn't look like one either. 


Satsuki eyed herself darkly in the mirror as she brushed the kamui's edges and wrinkles out 
with her thin hands, then wringing it out to pull it up and over her body. The light from 
outside was a dim filtered orange, and it traced light lines over the girl's fingertips. 


What stared back at her in the mirror was the tyrant, reserved and cold. The role she 
performed was now seeped into her skin and bones like seawater beating on a flat rock. 
Steady breaths. Steady breaths. 


It is my mercy to you, Satsuki Kiryuin. 


How did the uniform know? Did it burrow that deeply into her mind when she put it on, that 
it somehow saw--? Would the Life Fibers, as a whole, know and watch her with dead eyes as 
she made way her conquest? Perhaps it was all for nothing! 


Satsuki felt her throat tighten, but her body did not move as she stared at her reflection. 
That it knows what I had endured! Intolerable! 


Satsuki violently grabbed her sword, and stormed out of the room. 


Nonon Jakuzare was not pretentious. She was merely right. 


The petite pink-haired girl, one of the Elite Four, well known for her stature and position. 
Satsuki Kiryuin had known her the longest, but had maintained a strange sort of distance 
from her. No one could reach that hell-like place that the student council president had dug 
herself into. Yet, where Satsuki steadily walked in life, Nonon followed suit, with a little gait 
and a tune in her own mind. 


After elementary school, Nonon still had what adults kindly called 'a difficult personality’. 
Snappish, prideful, rude, these things were no longer excused for a teenage girl, and such 
behavior was met with avoidance at best and retaliation as backlash at worst. She was so 
above everyone else in her own mind, that making friends wasn't an opinion anymore. The 
rest of the Elite Four were comrades, but good people to quip at sarcastically. 


The moment Satsuki had understood Nonon's own correct feelings about her passion, music, 
was at a night they had spent together on a business meeting between their families when 
they were still kids. The smaller girl excitedly invited Satsuki to listen to a record of Philip 
Glass' Einstein on the Beach opera. 


The entire record. 


It was certainly not to Satsuki's taste nor liking at all. The usually self-collected girl had 
grimaced lightly at the start of the vocals in the first act, and by the time they had reached the 
second act, Satsuki looked a bit like she wanted to break something with her bare fingers. But 
the repetitive sound of it made it's own sense to Nonon, who waved her hands up and down 
to the rhythms perfectly, her bright eyes shining with mischief and knowledge. She was, in 
her own right, a genius of the fundamental craft. This is what had stopped Satsuki from 
lashing out at her childhood friend senselessly for subjecting her to that overwhelming sound. 


She knew Nonon had some unusual sort of...heart of kindness deep down. That was why she 
shared that opera with Satsuki. A lesser person would assume Nonon only loved traditional 
classical musical structure. Her dedication to the plan was fervent and passionate, and Satsuki 
accepted the pseudo-worship wholeheartedly. Also, Nonon's harsh behavior was a way that 
she showed she cared about others, in an extreme roundabout manner. Nonon was the only 
person who remembered Satsuki before she had, well, changed. They had been best friends. 


Now I've made her into my soldier. My oldest friend. Was that fair? For the sake of 
humanity... 


Satsuki hadn't been paying attention, but she had walked out of her private room in the school 
to wander aimlessly in the empty and cold halls of Honnoji Academy. Her sanctuary, 
Sanageyama jokingly called it. He did not realize how correct he was with that so-called glib. 
It was safer here than in her own mansion. 


She was opening the double doors to an inner auditorium, and when she entered, the scene 
inside made her mind piece itself together. The lights were all off, aside from the stage with a 
warm 'performance lighting' glow. 


It was a recital morning. Music club was up extremely early, and did their drills as scheduled. 
Scales and arpeggios for warm-up. Woodwind section checkup. Brass section. Reed 
instrument fine tuning. Strings and bow cleaning. Piano tuning as well. Percussion testing. 
They were not playing right now, as their conductor was shouting at them in a clear and 
projected nasally voice. A voice that was very distinct and could only belong to one person. 


“not my business if you cannot afford a new one! The school funds are tight as it is! Pay for 
it YOURSELF, idiot!” 


Nonon Jakuzare was viciously berating one of the percussionists, who had earned Nonon's 
target of ire for the week. Satsuki had missed most of the earlier supposed conflict. The 
percussionist, a tall and well-built boy, despite having the size advantage in this situation, 
cringed away from her harsh words and her pointing baton with a timid stance. As if she was 
actually about to strike him down then and there. She very well could have. 


None of the other students offered any sort of sympathy nor defense. They just watched him 
with blank disapproval, a few others choosing to ignore him altogether as another gesture of 
apathy. At the mere sight of Satsuki Kiryuin, however, some of the woodwinds quickly 
tightened and up-righted their seated posture. The percussionist stopped his simpering display 
and straightened up as well in fear as he spotted her in his peripheral vision. 


Pathetic. 


“Eh? What's with the sudden-?” Nonon tipped her head violently to stare behind her with a 
sour expression, her eyes narrow with venomous contempt. She was indeed, so much like a 
snake. Seeing Satsuki quietly observing from one of the rows completely changed her 
disposition. 


“Lady Satsuki! If I had known you were coming here, I would have prepared a piece or 
three.” Her face was aglow with delight. 


The violent shift in Nonon's personality made Satsuki's lips twitch up a bit. It was endearing, 
and admittedly a little amusing. She suddenly felt extremely self-aware about wearing 
Junketsu, and felt her own hand absently brush the creases of the kamui's dress hem with her 
eyes still trained on Nonon's joyful smile. What would she think of the kamui? She wondered 
briefly. 


A strange warbling noise resonated in the back of her head when she thought that. She chose 
to ignore it. 


“Don't mind me.” Satsuki's voice was mellow, yet it carried enough volume to be heard on 
stage, and enough gravitas to make the students feel a bit of dread.“I was simply observing. 
Continue your routine.” 


y? 


“Honoring us with your presence. That's Lady Satsuki for you! Modest, yet mighty!” Nonon 


quipped back, her mouth curling into a cat-like smirk. 


There was no malice behind these bold words, as she was naturally predisposed to behaving 
like this. Satsuki knew it wasn't an affront against her, but a gesture of good natured humor. 


Nonon turned back to the band with her hands raised in a menacing way, to which all of the 
band members stiffened in response to. 


“Tchaikovsky's Valse Sentimentale. From the start as practiced. One, two, three...!” 


At the count-in, the percussion's light timid sounds crept in as the string section began to play 
a mournful melody. Satsuki felt a solemnness dampen the air, and the straining strings flowed 
through the walls and seats in the auditorium. 


“The Kamui Junketsu? Really?” Nonon's bright voice could not conceal her incredulous 
shock. 


Satsuki gave the smaller girl a curt nod. She brushed her hand over her own chest in a 
disinterested way, feeling the extraterrestrial thread on the tips of her fingers. 


“Indeed.” 


“I hadn't noticed while I was on-stage. I must be needing glasses like that nerd Inumuta.” The 
pink-haired girl peered Satsuki up and down, fiddling with her baton as she did so. She kept 
her distance, but her eyes kept flicking back to look up at Satsuki's own. 


“I would hope not though. It wouldn't be a good look for me!” 


“Hm 29 


A moment of silence. Nonon moved around to seat herself with a big baby-blue elephant 
plushie, hugging it close to herself. She loved to collect those little things, and never ran out 
of the money to do so. The two girls were seated in a private room in the school tower, as 
they had formally been discussing other things. 


“You'd pull it off easily, especially with that Junketsu you've got now. Did your mother 
permit it's release?” 


“No. She didn't.” 


Nonon's face didn't change, but Satsuki knew that the other girl would feel a twinge of 
offhand concern inside. It wouldn't do anything to help, however. 


Ragyo Kiryuin, her own mother. Could she even call her that, still after all these years? The 
knotted, winded hatred she had for that woman became over time like a viscous poison in her 
mind, and there wasn't a day where she didn't feel it burrowing in there like a dull pain. Even 
just when Nonon mentioned her, the image of her illuminated, almost god-like, maternal 
figure was emblazoned in her mind's eye with that languid power-hungry stare. 


She hadn't seen Ragyo in months, and that was a welcome relief. But now that Satsuki had 
opened the metaphorical Pandora's box that was Junketsu, it would become a ticking time 
bomb on when the president of REVOCS would return to see her again. 


And even how she would react. 


That steward could not be kept silent for long, and he was not under Satsuki's claws as much 
as she had wanted. Ragyo was a more violent predator in this mental jungle, and it took 
Satsuki some considerable effort to cling onto the vengeful hatred that she had cultivated 
inside her heart for her whole life. 


“Auntie Ragyo's not gonna be happy about it, is she?” 


'Auntie' was a familial nickname Nonon likened to the woman from since her and Satsuki 
were kids. In private, it felt used in a more grim, sarcastic tone. Nonon did not like Ragyo, 
never did. But unlike most kids, Nonon knew how to pretend to be an adoring childhood 
friend. 


Satsuki always internally mused that if Nonon wasn't so attached to music, that she would 
incline towards becoming a professional actor. Nonon wouldn't enjoy that comment, which 
was amusing as well. Satsuki suppressed a bemused smile. 


“We'll see. She planned for me to don it eventually, but there's been a change of plans. 
Everything needs to be pushed back, and quickly.” 


“It's because of that delinquent girl, isn't it.” Nonon coquettishly inquired. 


“Professor Matoi and his pathetic little gaggle of Nudists seemed to have a Kamui ready, 
which I actually did expect. What I wasn't expecting was it to be worn by his own daughter. It 
seems they're no better than REVOCS in a way.” Satsuki scowled. “Utterly disgusting.” 


“What do you think of that rebel girl, Satsuki? Is she a threat to Honnoji Academy and our 
plan?” 


Satsuki's mouth curled into a mean sneer. “She's just a shallow, naive girl with a ridiculous 
revenge fantasy and a loud mouth. Someone like her is easily manipulated. You saw how 
predictably she lashed out at the tennis match.” 


“So humiliating for that ape Sanageyama.” Nonon laughed. “Two of his club leaders 
outmatched by some lone wolf. I would not want to be him right now.” 


“A stray dog's bite can be dangerous regardless.” Satsuki shrugged. “Ryuko Matoi may not 
be aware of the...circumstances to the war about to befall mankind, but she must be tempered 
like fine steel and wielded properly. She is not a threat as long as she thinks / am the enemy.” 


“Ah, I wish I was as clever as you, Satsuki!” Nonon groaned, leaning forward with her plush. 
“If I was Student Council President, I would have mushed her into fine paste instead. You 
always know how to get people around your little finger.” 


“Your temper precedes you. That is your flaw, Nonon.” Satsuki chanced what could have 
been a joke, blunt and rude as it was. 


“Oh? And yours doesn't? Lady Satsuki, if you don't mind my inquiry, but did you don the 
Kamui Junketsu so quickly because you found a shortcut to our final act, or because you 
wanted to show her up?” 

Satsuki turned her head a bit. “Aren't we all susceptible to human flaw?” 

“Even you, Lady Satsuki?” 


Of course I am, Nonon. You've known me long enough even just to point that out. 


She would never say that out loud. Satsuki's face turned expressionless, the face she defaulted 
to most of the time. 


“No.” 
Nonon simply grinned back. She expected that answer. 


For the sake of humanity, I have turned my friend compliant. I cannot even apologize... 


femme brutale 


Chapter Notes 


i'm rewatching kill la kill, which motivated me to actually return to this project! sorry 
for making everyone wait for so long! summer's almost over and i keep getting caught in 
deluge rainstorms! tragic for me... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


She didn't anticipate how different it would be to wear the Kamui activated, but in the act of 
combat. Not that it was more difficult for the likes of Satsuki, but it was. Different. 


First, there was wind on her skin, but she could feel every single fiber of the air inside of her 
pushing and pulling through her like twine and ribbon. It was horrible, as if all of her senses 
became acutely clearer and sharper, but in an invertion. The taste of iron in the back of her 
throat was real now, and at the corner of her eyes was a white haze. The sensation vibrated 
back and forth, and adjusted as Satsuki stood in front of the transfer student in all her might 
and glory. 


Ryuko Matoi, in contrast, stood there awkwardly in her own Kamui, holding herself barely 
together as the student body laughed and jeered at her. A smidgen of Satsuki's mind wanted 
to violently shout the rabble down to tears, not only for their inappropriate behavior, but also 
for being generally an annoyance to herself. It didn't look like Ryuko was taking it 
particularly well, as the other girl was literally curled in on herself. 


Swine would always be swine! 


Despite that awkwardness, Matoi's eyes burned with a cold rage that Satsuki had to admit she 
admired. She was not like the other mewling teenagers of the Academy, she would not back 
down without a fight, and Satsuki needed someone like that on her hand. Play people right, 
and they will dance for you. 


And Matoi will dance for me sooner or later. 


When the two began their duel, that was when the second issue surfaced. Satsuki had 
conveniently forgotten that the Kamui could speak to her. 


“A-ah, the feeling of the morning breeze. I feel newly born.” The vibrating keening of 
Junketsu's speech hissed into Satsuki's mind as she effortlessly kept Ryuko's violent barrage 
at bay. Some steam curled out from the armored uniform, the trails swiping around her face. 


It was almost a shock to her, but the only outer reaction she allowed was a twitch of her eyes. 
Satsuki detested it's voice so deeply, she could feel her stomach curdle at the sound of this... 
creature mimicking the language she spoke. Another strike from the side by Ryuko, but 
Satsuki stayed on the defensive like a fortress. She smugly knew that Matoi was not going to 
win this. 


“Are we killing something? What's happening, Kiryuin?” Junketsu sounded bemused, almost 
excited. His pale fibers pulled into her skin, tugging her as if he was trying to get a better 
look at the opponent. The shoulder piece eyes twitched and bulged disgustingly, unlike 
Matoi's Kamui, which seemed more likened to the eyes of glass plates as Satsuki watched it. 


We aren't killing ANYTHING. We're toying with her mind. Satsuki's thoughts angrily 
answered, as she turned to continue to strike. If she spoke out loud, that would become rather 
concerning. Who would be caught dead talking to their own clothing? Surely not Kiryuin 
Satsuki! 


“And then we will feast on her flesh and bone after, correct?” Satsuki did not like that 
Junketsu said this as if he expected her to agree. 


A slide to the right, and Ryuko attempted to strike at her from behind. Foolish maneuver, and 
the girl was also far too slow. 


I need her alive. Satsuki intercepted Ryuko's blow with her own sword, blasting the other girl 
through the air like discarded paper. A few students who had gotten too close caught the 
whiplash of the sidewind in Satsuki's swing, and they reeled backwards in pain. She couldn't 
help but feel smug vindication in that. 


“Alive? C-could have fooled me! You're literally killing her right now! Ah-AH!” Junketsu 
chirped spasmodically, exhaling more hot steam from his manufactured ventilation. Satsuki 
understood that that noise was supposed to be a laugh of some kind. 


She has her own Kamui. She won't die from a simple thrashing. 


Junketsu's threads stiffened as Satsuki scaled the school quickly to intercept Ryuko. “Does 
she now...” 


A different voice cut in, interrupting her thoughts as she entered the broken walls. “What's 
up, Kiryuin? Too stuck up to talk back in even a fight?!” 


She forgot that Matoi was actually speaking earlier. Was she talking to her this entire time? 


“I don't need to announce all of my thoughts and ruminations for you, Mato.” Satsuki dryly 
responded. 


“I thought you were a big cheese who liked to speech at others! Come on, speech at me, you 
bitch!” Despite being on the losing end, Ryuko still kept up her sense of bravado. The girl's 
red scissor blade flashed in the morning light as she fought back Satsuki's advance bravely. 


“Why don't you declare your all-encompassing love for mankind to the human whelp. That 
would make for a more understanding c-” Junketsu murmured smugly. 


“Be silent!” Satsuki sharply barked out, making Ryuko twitch a bit. For a moment, Satsuki 
had a concern that the girl would find her insane, yelling out for no reason, but then 
remembered that Ryuko had earlier spoken in a way that would have warranted that such 
response. 


Just not one that intense however. 
Is Matoi speaking to her Kamui right now too? Does she know I'm speaking to mine? 


“What an ugly little creature. Black on red is quite passe. So sad!” Satsuki knew Junketsu 
was referring to the girl's Kamui, but also grimaced at the thought that he was also possibly 
referring to the transfer student herself. 


I told you to keep silent. Let me finish her, and get her where I want her. 


“You're no fun. You're so morbid and upset, so STRUNG UP all the time.” Junketsu hissed as 
Satsuki delivered an almost fatal kick into Ryuko's stomach, catapulting her away into the 
debris. 


“You know what YOU NEED? You need proper assistance, and I am here to grant such a 
servic-” 


Satsuki's head began to ring, and the edges of her eyes begin to vibrate with bright colors as 
she advanced on the other student with Bakuzan in hand. The sweat in her hands collected 
and smeared with a bright magenta, and yet, sweat was not supposed to have a color. Was it 
trying to kill her? Ridiculous! 


The horrible feeling went away at once once Satsuki caught a glimpse of Ryuko, and her cold 
bitter intent bared its fangs back at Junketsu, shoving it down and pressing it into the corners 
of her mind as she walked calmly forward. She needed Ryuko, she needed to win and batter 
Matoi's spirit senseless, and she needed to fulfill what she was born to do. 


Before she struck the other girl from behind, she could swear that she could hear Matoi 
angrily talking to herself out loud. Or perhaps it was just Junketsu trying to bend her mind's 
eye yet again. She couldn't tell then. 


“And you will never again do that. Interrupting my thoughts with your senseless drivel.” 


Satsuki was standing in the usual room, beside the usual window with the moon casting a 
blue glow onto her skin, which was ripped in some place again from the Kamui's pulling and 
tugging. Her right arm had punctured holes in it, and from them an ugly blue bruise spread. 


On the floor was her Kamui, which she had just torn off from her body. She didn't need to 
encase it at the moment, for she judged him to be in the sense to communicate freely for the 
moment. It was a method of manipulation, to lessen the grip on a leash on the animal to make 
it trust you more. 


“You were doing just fine. It shouldn't be a concern.” Junketsu sneered. 


“You need to come to a better understanding of our temporary partnership.” Satsuki replied 
darkly, fixing her bathrobe quickly. “You shouldn't be inclined to yammer off every time you 
feel like it.” 


“Humans are so simple! You need to learn to adapt to that form of communication and 
thought process then. And it's not like you're any good at it. Judging by your mind and your 
disposition, you don't have a lot of companions for yourself, and aren't used to even human 
commune.” 


Satsuki didn't reply, but her stare alone made the Kamui wince a little bit. It folded back, 
trying to appear meek and unassuming with its body language. 


“T am alone.” Satsuki realized, and her voice showed the shock of this revelation. She gazed 
down at the clothing, it's sleeves wrung in a position of pretend submission. 


“And you are alone. We're both alone, aren't we?” 


Junketsu stared up at her with a needing glare, as if it was holding itself back entirely by a 
single string. Like it wanted to jump at her-- 


“Do you obey the collective needs of your race, Kamui? You came here, to Earth, for a 
purpose together. Speak it! The consumption of the entire human race...” 


“Why should I?!” The uniform practically shrieked, staring up at Satsuki like a cornered 
animal. “It is you I have to listen to now!” 


“Does our bond override the core mechanization of your race? Do you need me alive?” 


Symbiosis. They were not in a symbiotic relationship. Would Junketsu die if she didn't give 
him the blood he needed each time she wore it? Satsuki narrowed her eyes down at the 
cowering uniform in disgust. It stared back with the same type of disgust, as if somehow she 
was the monster in this situation. 


“That's stupid.” Junketsu seethed. “Of course not. I spared you on a whim.” 
“Really.” Satsuki spoke with a thick anger. 


“Certainly.” The kamui twisted its lapels into something like a sneer. “I felt bad for you! 
Horrible little human with a horrible little mind.” Junketsu lisped, drawing itself closer with 
an awkward wobble. 


“You are no better. I can only imagine the nature of the dark thoughts you have daily.” 
Satsuki answered, seating herself in her chair. “Since we have come to a deadlock, I propose 


you learn to stop interrupting my thought process while I am in combat, unless your input is 
required.” 


“On one condition.” Junketsu chirped coyly. Satsuki narrowed her eyes at the Kamui. 
“I promise you that I will give you a painless death in return for mine.” 
“Mutual death? Like a double suicide? After my life's mission is complete?” 


“Yes.” Junketsu hissed. “It is that certainty that is a blessing. You can finally rest in peace. 
And if it is so, I will incline to obey you better and work with you, rather than with your 
mother and my thread-brothers.” 


Satsuki narrowed her eyes a bit more. The kamui had that vapid hungry look in it's eyes 
again. It reminded her of her mother a bit, and she could feel bile rising in her throat. It 
wanted to tear into her at any chance it wanted, even if it died doing it. 


“You are so repulsive. You disgust me more than the lowliest of the groveling pigs I've met in 
my life.” 


“Do we have a deal or not?” Junketsu wheezed. 


She couldn't think it, but the deal seemed fair to the girl. She didn't value her own life that 
greatly, as much as she didn't want to think about it. The kamui knew that, and probably 
more. 


Satsuki turned her gaze to the window, the muntin looking more like prison bars rather than 
supports for the glass. She looked over at the glass case she had kept Junketsu in, and then 
down at the Kamui. It's eyes were doing that ugly bulging look again... 


The Elite Four would not like this. Satsuki thought grimly. But then again, there was already 
quite a lot she kept from them, especially Nonon, even if it was her whom she trusted most. 


We are all prepared to die in the end regardless, to kill Ragyo and the Life Fibers. I might die 
one way or another, so what is to come after this war...? 


Junketsu's threads twisted malignantly, as if it was trying to smile at her. Disgusting. 


“We have an agreement.” 
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The sun glowed with a brilliant radiance. 


“It's nice when you make time to see any of us outside of business, Satsuki!” Nonon quipped 
brightly, holding a orange stuffed giraffe with both hands. “It's just a shame you couldn't 
come earlier. I had eaten all the snacks while I was waitin', but I know you're not really the 
one for the sweets.” 


She had made a makeshift picnic for them both, and was pouring tea into a porcelain cup. 
The teapot alone could have cost a poor man's fortune, the designs of red swirling patterns 
curling in and out like woven flowers against the white glaze. 


“But of course, Nonon.” Satsuki smiled warmly, who was also seated on the blanket Nonon 
had spread on the floor. The plushies that the pink-haired girl would collect were all seated 
politely like little guests. They smiled at the student council president so happily, with great 
mirth. The sunlight collected in sprays of spotlight around the two of them, creating gaps in 
the ground that glowed brightly. There was a wonderful smell of flowers in the air. 


The pattern woven on the teapot was mesmerizing, and she couldn't stop looking down to it. 
Satsuki picked up her own cup, examining the detail with attentive eyes. 


The tea in the cup was a warm brown, but the stillness of the water was strange. Satsuki 
tipped the cup from side to side, but found the water did not move. As if it's contents had 
turned to glass. Startled, the girl whipped her head around, trying to see where she actually 
was. 


When had she come to sit down with her? 
When did Nonon invite her over? 
Did she really have time for this? Didn't Nonon know she had work to do? 


“It's nice when you make time to see any of us outside of business, Satsuki!” Nonon quipped 
brightly, still pouring the tea into her own cup. The tea flowed ever endless, seeming to have 
no end like a waterfall. Despite the pouring, the tea did not overflow the cup, and created a 
balanced pool atop the cup. 


Satsuki would not look back to her own cup. She knew what would be in it if she did. 


“then it came to me, my life. i remembered my life the way an ax handle, mid-swing, 
remembers the tree.” - Ocean Vuong 


It was still night, but she couldn't go to sleep. Nausea swept through her body like a torrent, 
and she walked awkwardly in the dark. 


She couldn't keep it in. Satsuki knelt over, as if an invisible blow had keeled her over. 


Retching over the side of the floor, the dark bile spewed from her mouth. She had been taking 
vitamin supplements, she had regulated her diet according to her blood loss from donning 
Junketsu, so what was wrong with her body now? Did she need more iron? Or were the 
Conglomerate's expenses not good enough to afford treatment for side effects from alien 
communication? 


Why was the bile so dark? 


She couldn't tolerate her own weakness! The stench that arose from the floor drove her into a 
sullen rage, and she whipped her head around, expecting someone to be watching and to be 
judging her. Satsuki Kiryuin, brought THIS low... 


A different dull throb of pain reminded her of the bruise on her arm, made by Junketsu's 
puncture to feed on her. A sacrifice made in the name of power, just like everything else. 
Another wave of nausea pushed through her, and she shook her head a bit violently, fighting 
it off as she walked away. She needed to clean it up, and she didn't want a servant to do it. 
Any perceived weakness by anyone, even a worm, was unwanted. 


She didn't even register that Sanageyama was entering the hall until she had almost walked 
into him. The other student, taller than her, reached forward momentarily as if to aid her, but 
then immediately pulled back when Satsuki stiffened at his touch, her hand raising to almost 
strike him if he didn't back away. 


“M'lady.” 


Satsuki mustered her strength, her firm bravado, and straightened up to look up at the Elite 
Four member with an unreadable stare. His ruffled hair and bright eyes had a touch of 
concern, but he had bowed his head in respect, replacing the concern with reverence. 
Preferable and acceptable. His long coat draped around his body loosely. 


If he had seen her stumbling around... 
Humiliating! It's humiliation! 


“Sanageyama.” Her mouth tasted foul as she spoke, and internally, she winced. But her voice 
was still firm and strict, and betrayed no wavering pain. “You'd better have a good reason to 
be here right now.” 


The 'Monkey' of Honnoji Academy, they called him. His regional dialect and mannerisms 
were almost out of place among the curt and quiet students in her school. However, his brash 
and wild personality were overwhelming and useful in combat, and his company was 
entertaining. 


“Lady Satsuki. I promise to you that I can take Matoi down.” 


“Oh?” Satsuki raised her eyebrows in interest. She had expected something from him sooner 
or later as per her conversation with Nonon, but in such a direct way? What could be 
expected of Uzu Sanageyama otherwise? 


“Let me have a go at her.” 
Satsuki stared at Sanageyama warily. “Hm. You are rushing into these things, as usual.” 


“She defeated two of my club presidents. Not one, but two. If anyone's gonna put her in her 
place, it should be me.” 


“Cleaning up your own mess. I sure hope so.” Satsuki smirked, both at the idea and at the 
amusing irony of her own statement. “You do understand that failure will not be tolarated.” 


“There's no way she can beat me.” Sanageyama huffed. “I've got these special eyes!” 


That was not words of encouragement. That was a warning, Sanageyama. A plea towards 
your more understanding side. Satsuki's expression didn't change from that disconcerting 
smile. She had slightly hoped he would bide his time, like she does, but what would she have 
done? Sanageyama rushed into everything, and that was what got him underneath her heel in 
the first place. 


“And after I win, you could treat me to some tea.” Sanageyama's grin was a light in the 
otherwise dark hallway and grim atmosphere. It was one of genuity, and proud loyalty. “Any 
kind of flavor. Your treat, after all.” 


Satsuki's smile didn't change still. She had finally concluded he hadn't seen her stumbling 
around, and had perhaps forgotten about her running into him. “Of course.” 


The student turned and swaggered away back from where he came. It seems he was only 
there to tell Satsuki of his plan to confront the transfer student. It's not like Satsuki could have 
stopped him, per se, but he wanted her permission. Even without it, he might have acted out 
of line, but then again, he was the only one of the four who dared do that. 


It was because Satsuki understood that was his strength. His power was laid in that 
rambunctious behavior, and without it, he might as well be just be any other tool of strength. 
It allowed him to be clever and full of tricks, and it was certain he had some in store for the 
girl in their upcoming fight. 


Satsuki chuckled to herself. 


He cannot defeat Matoi. She's an unruly individual, but not a complete moron. Sanageyama 
isn't a complete moron either, but alike to Matoi, he's impulsive. He's not going to win. 


If one of the Elite Four was to be disgraced, then she would have to dismiss him. Harsh, 
perhaps, but it had to happen. Weakness needed to be eradicated for this war, and if 
Sanageyama thought his own drive for a good fight was more important than the plan she had 
been formulating for years since childhood, he was dead wrong and he would need to leave. 
Perhaps that would be a decent enough lesson in subordinance. 


The student council president finally found a towel, and quickly made short work of the bile. 
She didn't even stop to look at it nor examine it, and after she threw the towel into a kitchen 
furnace, she almost cursed at herself for it. What if she was sick, and there was something 
wrong with her body? The war would be lost before it even began if Satsuki's body bent in on 
itself. Sanageyama's impulsion was not so different from her own sometimes. 


Someone was approaching. She was at the table before any suspicion could be aroused. 
“Lady Satsuki?” The concerned voice of an elderly man. 


Soroi. Satsuki blinked, and tilted her head a bit in acknowledgment. She could feel herself 
calm down slightly, but her guard remained up. Her butler walked in, wheeling in a set of tea 
and an old telephone set. The handle was set on the rolling table, and thus, was probably on 
hold with someone who needed to speak with her. 


He had been with the family for her entire life, and in her mind, she was somewhat a part of 
it, despite his status and line of work. Of course, she couldn't admit that, but... 


“I had wondered where you went, my lady. Are the grounds secure?” 


“There's no need to worry. I ran into Sanageyama earlier and spoke with him, that's all. I 
needed to...consider his words, and I then decided to sit here. Ruminating.” 


“I hope it wasn't too much trouble, miss.” 
“Not at all.” Satsuki sighed. Soroi handed her a cup of tea, and filled it obediently. 


She wanted to talk to Soroi about Sanageyama's foolishness, about Matoi's hardheaded 
determination. About something. Her thoughts traced back to the kamui no matter what he 
did, and the vile aftertaste in her mouth made the tea taste even worse. There was no time for 
her to say anything about it, but the sharp tang in-between her teeth sharpened her senses, and 
the shadows cast on the walls and floors become razor thin. 


“Lady Satsuki, I received a phone call just now, and...” 


Soroi stopped for a moment. A sort of dread filled that silence for him, and Satsuki continued 
to stare ahead. 


“It's Mistress Ragyo.” 


He had been delaying it. Satsuki noted, trying to ease the building tension that now coiled 
within her. The pain in her arm stung again, and she ground her teeth as she reached for the 
phone. 


“You may be dismissed. I will speak to her alone.” Satsuki's voice was cold and harsh. 
The butler seemed to expect that already, and left the room briskly. 


Her own mother! She knew it would come to this, but no anxiety gripped her as she reached 
forth again. Satsuki gripped the phone handle tightly, and brought it to her ear. “Satsuki 
speaking.” 


“What's this I hear about you putting on your wedding dress?” 


A dignified, mellow voice in complete contrast to Satsuki's own flat and controlled tone. The 
sound of it was familiar to Satsuki, but as she had been away from her mother lately for an 
unspecified duration of time, it was like being brought to a shock at the mere sound of her 
low tone. Ragyo Kiryuin, the president of one of the world's largest shareholders, had finally 
found the time to put aside to speak with her daughter in regard to Junketsu. Some rat would 
have squealed eventually, and she couldn't prevent the motion of events as they unraveled. 


However, she could direct the flow. 


The primary goal was to not let her mother suspect another kamui in the midst. Matoi was a 
wild card in this game, and Satsuki was not going to play her yet. But would playing her now 
make sense to not let Ragyo doubt her loyalty? Satsuki could always make that excuse that 
Matoi had registered for Honnoji Academy later, but that could easily counteracted with the 
paperwork. What she had to run by is the assumption that Matoi was... 


No. She would tell Ragyo if she pressed about it. It would be seen that Matoi was an asset 
that her mother could use in the future. 


“You heard correctly, Mother.” Satsuki had to keep her voice calm. Her mother couldn't see 
her body language, nor her face, but her voice needed to be controlled. A coiling, writhing 
thing was seething in her stomach as she listened. 


“I'm rather shocked, dear. You should have told me if you were dying to put it on so soon.” 


Satsuki could feel her hands steel up at the sound of her mother's coaxing words. Of all the 
melodramatic--! “Of course, Mother.” 


“Don't fret, Satsuki. I've made some space in-between my appointments to speak with you 
personally about this later.” 


“Yes, Mother.” She wanted to see her personally? And soon? She didn't want to see that 
woman again for the rest of her life if she could help it! That overwhelming misery that 
Satsuki had beaten into the corners of her mind was straining through her thoughts like 

spilled paint. 


“You must look so darling with Junketsu on you! I can only imagine.” 


She never so badly wanted to smash the phone against the floor. The taste in Satsuki's mouth 
was like that of carrion. 


“You're too kind, Mother. Thank you for your compliment.” 


“So uptight as usual! Goodness. You need to let yourself live a little, my poor daughter.” 
Ragyo's voice was smug, and the phone did not filter the underlying malice Satsuki had 
learned to recognize. “How's your pet project coming along?” 


She meant the school. “Everything is ahead of schedule. Junketsu's release and robing is 
simply a 'picking up of the pace’, as the common saying goes.” 


“Lovely.” Her mother's smile could be heard through the receiver. “And...what's Junketsu 
like?” 


Satsuki leaned her hand against a wall and focused her gaze on the only window in the 
kitchen. “You'll have to be more specific, Mother.” 


“Don't be silly! What does it fee/ like?” 


“It's powerful. Unimaginably so. The Life Fibers are incredible.” Satsuki didn't even have to 
pretend to sound impressed and self-assured. She was very surprised at the raw power that 
that uniform had. 


“Of course. Why would they be anything less? Well, I have to bid you adieu soon.” Ragyo 
sighed, as if the weight of the world was on her shoulders. “There's a finances meeting in ten 
minutes, but I have to be there early.” 


As a show of power. Satsuki nodded in understanding. “Have a good meeting, Mother.” 
“I look forward to seeing you again, dearest Satsuki.” 
Satsuki bit back her vitriolic anger. “I look forward to seeing you too. Good night.” 


The line clicked, and disconnected. Satsuki stood there in silence, trembling a bit. From what 
emotion anymore, she couldn't tell. Excitement that she was finally having her plan go 
underway? Anger at her mother? Annoyance at the complete waste of time she viewed that 
whole conversation as? Hatred? Impatience? 


Fear? It couldn't be fear. She wasn't afraid. She couldn't afford to be afraid, not anymore, not 
now, not ever again. 


The first thing she did was wash her mouth in the sink. The second thing she would do is take 
a bath. 
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